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singing/It's a long way to Tipperary'. I, of
course, shared the delirium, but Beveridge
stood in silence, fidgeting with his hands.
It's splendid, isn't it?' I shouted. The
Liberal Member looked at me sadly. "Is
death so splendid?' he asked. 'Useless,
tragic, incalculable death.' 'You don't
mean,' I gasped, 'that you'd let the French
down?' cNo,' he said, CI don't mean that.
I just don't mean that.' He turned away.
What, I wondered, lying in the grass,
exactly did he mean. We were pledged,
weren't we? Belgium had been violated,
hadn't it? Well, then, what could he have
meant?
I contrasted him with the robust young
clergyman whom I had met in the Army
and Navy Stores. I was in the Arms Depart-
ment, considering the purchase of a revolver
in the vague anticipation that I might need
one. A hearty hand clapped my shoulder.
'Good ladi' said he. cThe bullets will soon
be flying out of that to mow down the Huns.'
I was a trifle uneasy at this undeserved com-
mendation, but much heartened by the
Christian willingness to destroy the foes of
Zion. I contrasted his vigorous and foolish
face with the quiet, ambiguous darkness of
the other's anxious intelligence. 'Such a
man as the Liberal Member,' I thought, cis
not fit for war.' It seemed to me to be a
condemnation.